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running away. " By faith !" said the doctor (his familiar oath), " I recollect that horse; he was a fine traveler, but I have no remembrance that he ever ran away." When upwards of seventy, he was looking for a new horse. The jockey said, " Doctor, if you were not so old, I have a horse that would suit you." " Hm I " growled the doctor, " don't talk to me about old. Let's see your horse; " and he bought him, and drove him for eight years. He practiced among the poor with no hope of reward, and gave them, besides, his money, his time, and his influence. One day a friend saw him receiving loads of firewood from a shiftless man to whom he had rendered gratuitous service in sickness for twenty years. " Ah, doctor ! you are getting some of your back pay," " By faith.! no; the fellow is poor, so I paid him for his wood, and let him go."
Dr. Bartlett did not reach Concord quite in season to assist at the birth of Henry Thoreau; but from the time his parents brought him back to his native town from Boston, in 1823, to the day of Sophia Tho-reau's death, in 1876, he might have sup-